AMERICANS   ALL

to translate because it didn't have any "plot," but
here is how she tried:

Johnnie bought an accordion with eight keys,
Shiny, bright, and nice.

Now he plays for us to dance Saturday nights,
And we never go to church any more.

Girls smile and show their teeth

While he pulls the accordion,

Oom, zoom, until the sun rises.

Girls and farm-hands know his tunes and swirl.

He plays so well that all our shirts get wet.

There was laughter at an adjoining table where a
good-looking servant girl had come hurrying in with
her hat askew, out of breath, to join the party and
dance with her sweetheart. She had told them some-
thing, standing ruefully while her friends howled with
laughter, and everybody wanted to know the joke. She
had said, " I slid down the fire-escape. I guess I be all
right, but, Yesus, I got a hell of a twist."

Beer was five cents a schooner instead of a dime as
back East, and five cents too in Viking Hall, where a
pay-as-you-enter dance was in progress. Admission was
fifteen cents and included supper, which consisted of
crackers and cheese and coffee. Some of the girls were
in sweaters, some in evening gowns; some of the men
in shirt-sleeves, others in dress suits and tuxedos. They
danced fox-trots and jazz only about half the time.
Every other tune was a schottische, waltz, or mazurka.
Nobody was drunk, and you had to go outside to
smoke, but it was very gay and boisterous. What made
it different from most American dance-halls was that
middle-aged and elderly people, grandfathers and
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